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which I was unacquainted. I had now gained the open
country. Emerging from the straggling woodland one
afternoon about an hour before sunset, I found myself in a
highly cultivated and beautiful land.. A small but finely-
formed lake spread before me covered with wild fowl. On
its opposite side rose a gentle acclivity richly wooded and
crowned by a magnificent castle. The declining sun shed a
beautiful warm light over the proud building, and its parks
and gardens, and the surrounding land, which was covered
with orchards and small fields of tall golden grain.

The contrast of all this civilisation and beauty with the
recent scene of my savage existence was very striking. I
leant in thought upon my rifle, and it occurred to me that,
in my dark work, although indeed its characteristic was the
terrible, there too should be something sunny, and fresh, and
fair. For if in nature and in life man find.3 these changes
so delightful, so also should it be in the ideal and the poetic.
And the thought of a heroine came into my mind. And
while my heart was softened by the remembrance of woman,
and the long-repressed waters of my passionate affections
came gushing through the stern rocks that had so long beat
them away, a fanciful and sparkling equipage appeared ad-
vancing at a rapid pace to the castle. A light and brilliant
carriage, drawn by four beautiful grey horses, and the chas-
seur in an hussar dress, and the caracoling outriders, an-
nounced a personage of distinction. They advanced ; the
road ran by my feet. As they approached I perceived
that there was only a lady in the carriage. I could not dis-
tinguish much, but my heart was prophetic of her charms,
The carriage was within five yards of me. Never had I
beheld so beautiful and sumptuous a creature. A strange
feeling came over me, the carriage and the riders suddenly
stopped, and its mistress, starting from her seat, exclaimed,
almost shouted * Contarini! surely, Conta<n*ni!'